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Turn on the lights. , . . Fetch the police. . . ." and
such-like exclamations. In the midst of this turmoil
a commissionaire was seen to enter my box, catch
firmly hold of my arm and lead me away. My
companion followed me. A sigh of relief passed
through the audience and all eyes were again
directed towards the stage with increased interest,
as they had begun to wonder whether, perhaps, there
was some truth in what I had said.
The actors in the meantime were also discussing
who this mad woman was, when angry voices were
heard in the wings, and, to the renewed indignation
of the public, I rushed on to the stage like a fury,
insulting all those who were on it.
It was only then that it began to dawn upon the
public that it was the second act of the play. When
the curtain came down there was an uproar of
applause and Comme ci comme ga was a great
success.
On that night I met the author for the first time.
Much to my surprise I found him to be a small,
modest man with a quiet, unassuming air.   He
had attended none of the rehearsals, having been
perfectly content to rely on the production to give
his play efficient and conscientious treatment.
His confidence was justified.
As the reader will remember, Pirandello died only
a few months ago.
One of my great friends in Paris is Gabridle
Dorziat, the famous actress, and a most charming
personality. A few years ago she married Comte
Michel de Zogheb, who is so well known for his
polo. He keeps several ponies in England for when
he comes over to play here.